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EXTRACT 

"  Every  year  the  Abbot  of  Downside  shall  appoint  a  preacher,, 
who  on  some  convenient  day  shall  preach  a  sermon  on  '  The 
Love  of  God  for  Man.' 

"The  preacher  must  give  the  Abbot  a  full  copy  of  the 
sermon,  which  the  Abbot  shall  have  printed  and  gratuitously 
distributed,  to  such  an  extent  as  to  fulfil  Monsignor  Weld's 
intention  in  providing  the  endowment  for  this  annual  sermon 
and  its  distribution." 


Copies  for  distribution  may  be  had  from    the    Secretary,  Downside 
Abbey,  Bath. 


'•Come,  and   I   will   shew  thee   the   Bride, 
the  wife  of  the   Lamb." — Apoc.  xxi.  9. 


HAVING  to  speak  to  you,  my  dear  brethren,  on 
God's  love  for  man,  I  find  myself  compelled 
to  take  an  aspect  of  it  which  is  at  once  most  definite 
and  most  comprehensive,  His  love  as  manifested  in 
and  through  His  Church.  It  would  be  very  alluring 
to  consider  His  love  as  manifested  in  the  human  cha- 
racter of  God  the  Son,  His  fierce  resentfulness,  for 
instance,  at  the  thought  of  any  one  causing  His  little 
ones  to  fall  away  from  Him  ;  His  lofty  challenge  to 
the  powers  of  evil :  "  No  one  shall  pluck  them  from 
My  Hand  "  ;  His  deep  delight  in  doing  little  services 
to  His  friends,  and  any  other  facets  of  this  White  Stone 
mystic,  set  between  the  eyes  of  them  that  get  the  prize. 
But  it  is  better  to  go  to  the  heart  of  the  matter  and  to 
consider  His  Church  as  the  embodiment  of  His  Heart's 
desire  in  our  regard.  "  Come,  and  I  will  shew  thee  the 
Bride,  the  wife  of  the  Lamb." 

If  you  went  into  a  house  where  you  knew  the  men 
were  brutal  and  the  women  unchaste,  and  saw  the 
legend  "God  is  Love"  emblazoned  in  gold  and  colours,. 
I  think  you  would  agree  with  me  that  it  were  a  sicken- 
ing experience.  It  would  not  be  so  bad  if  the  blazonry 
told  only  one  of  the  lesser  truths  contained  in  that 
supreme  dogma,  for  the  greater  definiteness  of  the 
lesser  truth  would  save  it  from  being  misread,  abused, 
or  despised  to  the  same  degree.  The  truth  that  God 


is  Love  is  the  vastest  and  truest  thing  given  to  man  to 
utter,  and  all  who  say  it  say  more  than  they  know. 
Unfortunately,  many  of  them  also  say  more  than  they 
mean,  for  you  cannot  receive  this  truth  except  accord- 
ing to  your  capacity.  God  is  Love,  but  if  you  are 
impure  or  proud,  or  selfish,  or  lawless, — if,  in  fact, 
you  are  the  slave  of  any  deadly  sin,  you  will  mix  your 
ruling  passion  into  your  reading  of  this  doctrine  ;  you 
will  teach  yourself  to  forget  that  God  is  also  Holy, 
Just,  and  Terrible,  Almighty  and  all-searching,  and 
His  love  will  appear  to  you  too  common  to  be  worth 
either  finding  or  keeping.  Indeed,  you  will  want 
religion  without  dogma  if  you  want  any  religion  at  all. 
God  loves  all  His  creatures,  even  those  that  love 
Him  not,  and  we  live  and  move  surrounded  by  that 
love  even  when  we  despise  it ;  just  as  the  common  air 
presses  us  on  all  sides  and  we  care  nothing,  except 
perchance  it  is  entirely  withdrawn.  Then  we  suffer. 
This  is  what  makes  Dante  say  that  Hell  is  the  inven- 
tion of  the  Primal  Love.  But  as  the  air  wakes  and 
stirs  us  in  breeze  or  storm,  so  the  Love  of  God  once 
tried  to  storm  the  hearts  of  men  when  He  sent  His  Son 
in  our  nature  to  submit  to  all  the  consequences  of 
sin,  and  die  for  love  of  us.  There  is  always  some  place 
in  the  world  where  the  wind  is  blowing  strong,  and 
there  is  always  one  institution  where  the  storm  of  love 
that  raged  on  Calvary  is  no  way  spent,  and  that  is 
the  Church  of  the  Living  God,  a  Divine  paradox,  the 
only  created  vessel  that  can  hold  and  safely  hold  the 
Uncreated  Love,  whose  lips  alone  can  say  in  very 
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truth  that  God  is  Love.  "Come,  and  I  will  shew  thee 
the  Bride,  the  wife  of  the  Lamb." 

I  have  known  ignorant  and  timid  people  who  were 
afraid  to  join  the  Catholic  Church  because  they  said 
there  were  so  many  things  to  learn.  But  for  those 
outside  to  think  this,  or  for  those  inside  to  encourage 
the  thought  is  a  lamentable  mistake,  because  the 
Church  reckons  to  know  nothing  among  you  but 
Jesus  Christ,  and  Him  crucified.  Putting  on  one  side 
those  things  by  which  she  knits  the  body  of  the  faith- 
ful into  one,  Holy  Order,  her  live  intercourse  with 
the  saints  and  their  Queen  and  with  all  the  faithful 
departed,  she  exists  for  nothing  else  than  to  give  us 
the  Death  of  Christ,  to  apply  it  to  us,  to  do  it  in  us 
more  and  more  until  she  consigns  us  to  the  standard- 
bearer  Michael,  to  be  led  forward  into  the  holy  light, 
as  it  were  one  diamond  round  about  the  Throne.  We 
are  so  many  and  so  various  and  so  changeable  that  she 
must  use  different  ways  of  doing  the  same  thing, 
but  her  purpose  is  one  and  simple  just  as  her  God's 
purpose,  which  is  to  fill  us  with  the  unquenchable 
delights  of  His  most  holy  Love. 

"For  ah  !    who  can  express 
How  full  of  bonds  and  simpleness 
Is  God, 

How  narrow  is  He, 

And  how  the  wide  waste  field  of  possibility 
Is  only  trod 

Straight  to  His  homestead  in  the  human  heart  ! 
And  all  His  art 

Is  as  the  babe  who  wins  his  mother  to  repeat 
Her  little  song  so  sweet." 


8 

So  God's  Church  keeps  applying  to  us  the  Death 
of  Christ  according  to  our  capacity  and  need.  You 
cannot  be  her  child  unless  you  let  the  saving  waters 
of  Baptism  close  above  your  head,  thus  dying  to 
the  old  sin  of  the  bad  beginning,  and  rising  again  to 
the  perfect  life  of  a  brother  of  the  only  Son  of  God. 
Painlessly,  mystically,  but  really,  you  die  and  rise  again 
with  Jesus  Christ.  Confirmation  is  another  Baptism,, 
as  it  were  with  fire,  making  you  brave  and  self-reliant 
in  the  things  of  God  to  do  and  to  suffer  in  your  own 
person.  Then  if  you  have  turned  away  from  all  this 
and  sold  your  birthright  by  mortal  sin,  she  calls  you 
back  to  the  foot  of  the  Cross  to  undo  the  evil  contract 
and  ask  now  for  a  new  partnership  in  Christ's  death, 
a  fellowship  in  suffering,  for  if  He  agonised  for  sins 
not  His,  you  surely  cannot  think  it  hard  to  bear  your 
share  of  pain,  especially  since  the  consequences  of  sin 
must  fall  upon  you  whether  you  belong  to  Christ  or 
not.  So  she  makes  us  accuse  ourselves  and  ask  for  our 
portion  of  punishment.  This  is  the  Sacrament  of 
Penance,  which  consecrates  afresh  all  that  we  do  or 
suffer,  and  makes  plain  to  us  the  mystery  of  Pain. 

When  all  our  pains  and  failures  have  brought  us 
to  the  supreme  pain  and  failure,  Death,  she  does  not 
fail  us,  but  signs  the  Cross  of  Christ  in  His  Blood  on 
our  dishonoured  senses  to  wean  them  from  temptations 
and  prepare  them  to  be  channels  of  Beatitude  in  Para- 
dise,— thus,  to  use  a  figure  that  is  more  reality  than 
figure,  wrapping  us  from  the  world  in  the  winding 
sheet  of  Him  Who  for  our  comfort  and  security  went 
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down  alone  to  the  grave  and  came  back  with  a  count- 
less company. 

In  Matrimony  she  blesses  human  love  and  makes 
it  the  same  as  the  love  between  herself  and  her  Spouse 
the  Lamb.  What  relationship  has  this  to  Christ's 
Death  ?  One  glorious  and  evident  beyond  words  1 
For  the  Christian  spouse  dies  to  all  the  world  for  the 
other's  sake,  and  the  bride's  love  for  the  bridegroom 
is  so  like  the  Church's  love  for  her  Redeemer  that 
the  world  does  not  hold  a  nearer  parallel,  and  the 
only  higher  love  is  that  which  is  no  parallel  but  the 
thing  itself  unveiled,  the  love  of  chosen  virgins  for  the 
Lamb.  In  like  manner  the  bridegroom  cherishes 
the  bride  as  Christ  His  Church,  and  even  loves  her  the 
more  for  little  faults  and  flaws  and  moods,  even  as 
Jesus  bears  with  us.  Each  is  to  the  other  an  image 
of  the  Love  of  God  at  its  highest,  the  death  of  the 
First-Born  for  us. 

If  then  it  is  so  plain  that  each  of  these  Sacraments 
is  the  simple  soul  of  the  Church,  the  death  of  Christ 
working  in  us,  what  shall  we  say  of  that  which  in  deep 
and  living  reality  is  the  very  deed  of  Calvary  itself, 
the  Sacrament  which  is  also  a  Sacrifice  ?  You  know  the 
favourite  refrain  of  love-songs,  "  Do  not  forget  me  "  ; 
and  another  song  of  the  love  of  fatherland,  "  If  I  forget 
thee,  O  Jerusalem,  may  my  right  hand  be  given  to 
oblivion.  May  my  tongue  cleave  to  my  palate,  if  I  set 
not  thee,  Jerusalem,  in 'the  forefront  of  my  joy  "  (Ps. 
136).  Well,  there  was  once  a  burning  Lover  in  the  very- 
hey-day  of  His  mortal  years  going  out  to  die  for  His 
beloved.  Nothing  else  could  save  her.  But  so  great 
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ivas  His  desire  to  die  for  her,  that  before  permitting 
their  enemies  to  have  their  way  with  Him,  He  in  hidden 
reality  and  by  the  sword  of  His  word  (for  He  was 
Almighty)  slew  Himself  at  her  feet  saying  :  "  Take 
and  eat,  this  is  the  Body  which  is  to  be  broken  for  you. 
Drink  this,  the  chalice  of  My  Blood,  which  is  to  be  shed 
for  you.  Do  this  in  memory  of  Me."  What  a  keep- 
sake !  Then  He  went  out  into  the  night  and  the 
power  of  darkness.  While  the  night  lasted  she  shud- 
dered, and  doubted  what  manner  of  Lover  this  might 
be,  and  she  would  not  believe  Him  even  when  He  came 
back  from  conquering  death,  until  He  had  done  many 
times  over  in  Jerusalem,  in  Galilee,  and  again  in  Jeru- 
salem, what  it  is  His  will  she  should  do  while  the  world 
lasts.  But  with  all  her  doubt  and  fear,  she  never 
doubted  His  great  love,  and  in  simplicity  she  took  and 
ate  until  she  grew  strong  to  believe  how  the  great  King 
Himself  it  is  that  desires  her  beauty,  even  the  Lord 
her  God.  She  is  still  growing  in  this  tremendous 
faith,  for  above  all  other  things  she  does  this  in  memory 
of  Him  for  the  living  and  the  dead,  in  spite  of  poverty, 
persecution  and  all  the  storms  of  time.  You  cannot 
name  a  den  of  misery  too  deep  for  Mass  to  be  said  in 
it ;  you  cannot  frame  a  law  that  will  keep  it  from  the 
people.  Now  that  the  penal  laws  are  buried  in 
execration,  what  will  succeed  where  they  failed  ? 
Three  thousand  naked,  crippled,  half-blinded  wretches 
in  the  mines  of  Diocletian  had  Mass  under  the  ground, 
and  in  twenty  years  they  had  a  church  built  at  the 
head  of  the  mine  !  Imagine  the  dungeon  floor  in 
pagan  Rome,  the  old  Bishop  broken  from  the  rack 
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lying  in  the  filth  of  the  place  ;  behind  him  one  kneeling 
deacon  pillowing  his  head,  while  in  front  another  holds 
the  Bread  and  Wine  for  consecration  on  the  Martyr's 
breast,  with  hungry  lions  making  the  only  music  of 
that  most  solemn  Liturgy.  The  Blessed  Joan  of  Arc, 
told  at  eight  in  the  morning  that  at  half-past  ten  she 
was  to  die  the  fiery  death,  fell  down  and  beat  her  head 
upon  the  ground,  tearing  her  hair  with  grief  and  con- 
sternation until  her  confessor  undertook  to  celebrate 
Mass  for  her,  that  she  might  see  her  Lord  though  for- 
bidden to  take  and  eat.  Then  peace  came  back  to 
her  through  the  Love  which  is  stronger  than  any  kind 
of  death. 

There  is  a  church  in  Ireland,  in  the  county  Sligo, 
where  only  the  sanctuary  is  roofed  in.  It  was  ruined 
in  Cromwell's  time,  but  the  very  Sunday  following, 
the  people  had  thatched  the  chancel  for  Mass,  and 
the  Great  Deed  has  been  done  there  ever  since,  the 
people  standing  in  the  roofless  nave.  It  is  still  their 
custom  to  bring  a  flat  stone  from  the  torrent-bed  to 
kneel  on  in  bad  weather.  Thus  the  Lamb  persists 
on  His  altar-throne  standing  as  though  slain,  just  as 
St.  John  saw  Him  in  prophetic  vision,  for  the  Bride, 
the  wife  of  the  Lamb,  is  faithful  to  the  end,  and  has 
His  love  even  unto  the  consummation  of  the  world. 


'Tis  no  remembrance  pale, 
'Tis  more  than  Truth's  own  tale 
Of  one  dread  Parasceve, 
One  sunless  Sabbath-Eve  : 
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It  is  the  great   God's    Master-Deed,  exhaustless  and 

complete 
That    day   on  day  doth  manifest  and  night    to    night 

repeat. 
What    though   the    deathless   dawn   delay,   our   night 

shall  not   increase  ; 
'Tis   glad   with   rosy   afterglow   of   Calvary's   arduous 

peace." 

Yet,  since  this  most  real  and  sacred  of  all  things  is 
done  to  us  in  sign  and  symbol,  there  is  the  perpetual 
tendency  to  degenerate  into  formalism  and  routine,, 
which  spell  first  monotony  and  then  decay.  To  coun- 
teract this,  the  Bride,  the  Wife  of  the  Lamb,  has  and 
is  ever  using  a  sovereign  remedy,  she  stimulates  and 
sanctifies  our  imagination  by  meditation  on  the  bodily 
and  mental  sufferings  of  her  Bridegroom.  All  the 
year  round  she  does  it,  walking  the  Way  of  the  Cross, 
reporting  visions  and  revelations  of  the  Saints,  count- 
ing every  blow,  studying  every  indignity,  brooding 
over  each  wound,  handling  every  instrument  of  tor- 
ment, striving  to  compass  what  never  can  be  fully 
compassed, — the  sacred  human  will  of  God  the  Son, 
accepting  each  intolerable  injury  quite  freely  and 
with  a  thirst  for  more,  without  any  example  before 
Him  or  any  higher  power  to  comfort  Him,  treading 
alone  the  winepress  of  the  wrath  of  God.  For  Christ's 
Passion,  besides  being  the  proof  that  there  is  no  limit 
to  God's  love  of  us,  is  especially  designed  to  compel 
our  attention  and  to  brand  almost  every  thought  with 
the  sign  of  His  cross.  Unless  you  put  your  hand  into 
His  Side,  and  your  finger  into  the  print  of  the  nails, 
you  will  not  believe  in  Him. 
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Any  one  who  has  followed  the  services  of  Holy  Week 
cannot  but  be  amazed  at  the  wholly  Divine  artistry 
with  which  the  Bride  of  the  Lamb  combines  the  sacred 
hidden  reality  with  the  human  realisation.  On  Holy 
Thursday  how  she  mingles  bitter  and  sweet, — the 
treason  of  Judas  with  the  hungering  love  which  feeds 
him.  You  can  almost  hear  the  mournful  sweetness 
of  His  voice  welling  from  a  heart  breaking  with  slighted 
love,  while  through  her  tears  she  sings  Him  the  hymn  of 
glory  for  this  greatest  of  all  His  gifts.  How  the  bleed- 
ing nakedness  and  desolation  of  Good  Friday  peep 
through  the  maimed  Liturgy  !  O  my  people,  what 
have  I  done  to  thee  ?  What  has  He  not  done  ?  And 
when  she  watches  at  the  tomb  how  she  knows  the 
Godhead  is  within, — how  she  hears  Him  say  through 
dead  and  pallid  lips  :  O  death,  I  will  be  the  death  of 
thee  !  It  is  a  part,  too,  of  her  observance,  to  give  all 
the  Sacraments  with  special  stateliness  on  Easter  Eve 
as  if  time  were  ceasing  to  be,  and  the  far-off  dawn  of 
her  Master's  resurrection  were  the  aurora  of  eternity. 
O  little  one,  thou  tempest-tost,  empty  of  all  comfort, 
behold,  I  will  set  thy  foundations  with  sapphires  and 
thy  gateways  with  stones  of  loveliness  ! 

She  abides  the  consummation,  then,  in  great 
security  :  she  alone  knows  and  she  alone  can  rightly 
say  that  God  is  Love,  since  she  wears  on  her  forehead, 
in  her  heart  and  in  her  flesh  the  seal  of  the  Cross,  set 
there  by  God  her  Spouse,  containing  all  His  Love  at 
its  highest,  pledging  her  to  an  eternal  intimacy  and 
partnership  more  consummate  than  any  marriage, 
with  the  Father,  the  Son,  and  the  Holv  Spirit  in  the 
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glory  which  they  had  together  before  the  world  was. 
And  this  Bride,  the  Wife  of  the  Lamb,  is  made  up  of 
you  and  me,  and  others  not  unlike  us.  Here  then  is 
she,  bone  of  His  bone,  and  flesh  of  His  flesh,  full  of 
all  possible  glory  and  beauty,  because  encompassed 
with  His  Love,  His  whole  Love,  and  nothing  but  His 
Love. 


